description of a bleak world, narrowly subjected to rules of
accountancy, in which every individual's action, words,
thoughts, meals, are translated into figures and appear as a
vast addition sum, the total of which stands for the achieve-
ment of a policy or the outcome of a battle.                      <

e As a retired Colonel, Officer of the Legion of Honour,
and archaeologist, a certain coefficient of propaganda must
attach to your person which will favour Hitler's cause if you
accept the German Institute's invitation.'

M. de Monboquin seemed to be crushed by the weight of
these inexorable words. As yet only half-shaved he had put
down his razor and stood, a limp, dejected figure, with head
bent and arms dangling at his sides.

6 You are perfectly right/ he murmured.

* Well then, Emile, you admit your folly.  But it needed
someone more experienced than myself to impress it on you.'

M. de Monboquin passed a damp towel over his face.

6 You have only shaved one side of your face. You must
finish shaving. The fact that you are not going to see the
Germans is no reason for . , .'

But the Colonel having powdered his shaved cheek, t
turned to Michaud, nodded, and went out of the bath-""
room.

* I'm sure he's going to bed. Since the restrictions he has
been very difficult.  If I had been alone I should have had
great trouble in preventing him from going to that meeting,
and I might have failed. Your intervention saved him, and
has probably stopped this sort of thing once for all.'

* I feel rather remorseful,' said Michaud.   ' After all, he
could have gone to the meeting without damage to anybody
or anything, and as to the point of honour, each man for
himself. I wonder how I could have allowed myself to talk
such nonsense.   It was contrary to nay ideas and to my
fundamental principles.   If the world had really developed
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